'"MARSE HENRY"

and knew no more what she was doing or whither
she was drifting than a baby. The old, old story:
a comfortable home and a good husband; even a
child or two; a scoundrel, a scandal, an elopement,
and the inevitable desertion. Left without a dollar
in the streets of Paris. She was under convoy of
a noted procuress.

"A duke or the morgue," she whimpered, "in six
months."

Three months sufficed. They dragged all that
remained of her out of the Seine, and then the whole
of the pitiful disgrace and tragedy came out.

If ever I indite a volume to be entitled Adven-
tures in Paris it will contain not a line to feed any
prurient fancy, but will embrace the record of many
little journeys between the Coiffeur and the Marehe
des Fleurs, with maybe an excursion among the
cemeteries and the restaurants.

Each city is as one makes it for himself.   Paris

has contributed greatly to my appreciation, and

perhaps my knowledge, of history and literature

and art and life.   I have seen it in all its aspects;
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